He ca?s his coach, he ca's his horsey
He draws a bonnie silken purse
As lang's my tail, whare, thro' the steeksr
The yellow lettered Geordie keeks.

Frae morn to e'en it's nought but toiling,
At baking, roasting, frying, boiling;
An' tho' the gentry first are stechin.
Yet ev'n the ha' folk fill their pechan
WV sauce, ragouts, and siclike trashtrie^
That's little short o" downright wastrie.
Our Whipper-in, wee blastit wonner.
Poor worthless elf. it eats a dinner,
Better than ony tenant man
His Honour has in a' the Ian':
An' what poor cot-folk pit their painch in,
I own it's past my comprehension.

LUATH.

Trowth, Csesar, whyies they're fash't enough;
A cottar howkin in a sheugh,
"WT dirty stanes biggin a dyke5
Baring a quarry, and sic like,
Himself, a wife, he thus sustainss
A smytrie o' wee duddie weans,
An' nought but his han' darg, to keep
Them right and tight in thack an' rape.

An'